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c Because I love the place. My father lived
below the hill in Rosthwaite, and he was there
without moving for years and years.'

* Yes, but your father was crazed.'

* Maybe I'm crazed as well.'

* No, but you're not.    You have more sense
than anyone in Keswick.    I'm proud of you,
Judy/    Then after a pause he asked her:   * Do
you not hate me for riding into Keswick and
gambling, leaving the business in Whitehaven to
tumble?'

* No,'  she answered.    ' I  could never hate
you.'

* Why not?    Cannot you hate?'

* Oh yes, I can hate very well.'

*  I could almost love you,' he said, ' if I were
quieter.    Sometimes I dream of making a hand-
some fortune, and we have a big house with dogs
and horses, and you have all you want. . . .'

*  I have all I want/

He drew her closer, held to her as though
someone would tear her away. She did not dare
to let him see how happy she was. Wild ideas
ran through her head that perhaps always life
would be like this now. He would give up his
dangerous ventures, they would improve the farm,
sometimes they would go to London for a holiday,
perhaps there would be children. She would be
a hostess, as Sarah used to be in Uldale; on occa-
sion she and Georges would escape from everyone
up into the hills, Eskdale or Patterdale, away from
everyone. . . .

* How old are you now, Judy?'